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" Thank you/* said Vronsky, taking some papers from
Marie. " If they're not very urgent, I'll deal with them
this evening. These gentlemen are lunching with me
to-day, and probably I shan't be back in office till about
five, maybe later."
"There's nothing very urgent," Marie replied,
"except those two German letters about the musical
contracts. Perhaps you'd sign those now, the others can
wait. Sonia Stanin'll be pleased if I'm free this morning,
because she wants me to help in the gymnasium with
some new girls."
Vronsky attached his signature to the two letters
placed before him, and then dismissed Marie with a
friendly nod. " Damaris is the most talented member of
my company," he explained. "What's more, she's
almost as useful to me off the stage as on it, for she deals
with much of my correspondence which is in many
languages."
"Damaris, I seem to remember the name," mused
Durrant. " She wasn't in Cairo I believe, when I was
there last November, and if I remember rightly, you were
sorry that my Raja didn't see her."
"Best stick to our agreement," Vronsky reminded
Durrant in a whisper, "we must forget India except
behind closed doors. Secrets have a way of escaping."
" I accept your rebuke," said Durrant.
After lunch, the three men repaired to Vronsky's
private suite in his hotel. Vronsky secured the outer
door leading from the corridor into his own midget
entrance hall, and next examined the doors of his sitting-
room^ bedroom and bathroom beyond.
" We're absolutely private here," he said, " and may
speak without fear of listeners or interruption." The
Russian then unlocked his desk, and, opening an attache
case, which fastened with a secret spring, took out a
small file of correspondence. " I wish to remind myself
and you also of the conditions laid down by His Highness.